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Williams."   He slowly stirred his last cup of
tea, his head bowed over it.

She let the memory sink back into the
depths again,

" I don't think there's much chance of this
rain holding over," she said. t( I think we're
in for a day's good drmlo. But it won't
come to anything more, not before nightfall
. , . Ill get you that coat/1

" I can't, I can't/' echoed in Mr. Boston's
head. It chimed with the clinking of the
horses' tossing heads ; it was beautiful

The landlady entered with a long, black
oilskin, " Nothing muchll get through this,"
she said, and laughed. " Put it on/'

It enfolded him generously, His slender
nose peered out of a stiff, upstanding collar,
like a pale unfledged bird out of a nest, He
glanced at his outstretched arms; only the
fingers showed.

" I don't think a straw-hat will quite go
with this/' he said.

Laughter slowly bubbled up from the
depths* " You're not so tall as my boy.
But itll keep you dry. That's the main thing,
isn't it ? "

She pulled the coat about upon him, He
stood helpless while she took the collar in